THE SANDYFORD MYSTERY
looking very ill; I never saw her looking so melancholy . . .
She said: * I*m no* weel. You don't know how I am situated;
I live a miserable life. He [James Fleming] is just an old
wretch and an old devil/ I said: 'Tell me the right way
of the story; what has he done to you?* She said: 'I have
something to tell you, but I cannot tell you just now before
your husband/ She made the remark that she was well
enough when the family was at home, and that her misery
began when she was alone with him" Witness was positive
there was something gravely wrong from the serious tone in
which Jess spoke. It is reassuring, however, to know from
Lord Deas that it only denoted a purpose of emigration.
Mrs. M'Kinnon, sister of the deceased, said that a month
before her death Jess told her that her heart was broken by
old Fleming, whom she described as "an auld deevil," adding
that she intended to give up her place at the end of the six
months. Witness never spent the night with her sister, and
old Fleming had no reason to suppose so. A fellow-servant of
the deceased stated that Jess spoke of the old man as "a nasty,
dirty body"'; witness understood he had behaved indecently
to her. The gardener at Dunoon stated that Jess told him old
Fleming was very anxious to marry her, "and would give her
all he had if she would do it/* The brewer friend, with whom
the patriarch had a day out as already mentioned, denied that
old Fleming went home tipsy: "he was hearty and in good
spirits/* But the cabman who drove him home said he was so
drunk he had to be helped up the steps. The ministers and
elders of that Presbyterian temple in which old Fleming was
as a polished corner, deponed reluctantly to the patriarchal
lapse before referred to. A sheriff-officer, who had sifted the
ashes of the kitchen fire, stated that he found therein a shirt
button. Many other witnesses were examined, but these are
those who contribute chiefly to our knowledge of the facts.
The outcome of the inquiry was this: on each and every
point in which Mrs. M*Lachlan*s statement was capable of
confirmation, its truth was clearly established; in no single
instance was it in any respect contradicted. It fitted the proven
facts so perfectly as to render its fabrication incredible* If it
were false, then in Mrs. M'Lachlan we have lost a fictionist
more marvellous than Defoe; one so adroit as to foresee and
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